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The Prefiee. 


ERP 0 / wanton Lads, that ſpend your winged time, 
AV 411d chant your cares, in reading luſt full rime, 


| py SH PV ho like trransform' d Acteon range about, | | 


Q N "a . ; 
=W And bcate thewoods to finde Diana ont, 


It tha you'ld have? thenhence: here's no content 
For you, my Muſe ne're knew what Venus meant | 
But ſtay 1 may ſubvert your rude conceit ; | 
And every verſe may proove 4 heavenly baite : 
O that ye were ſuch captives | then yould be 
Tir.ce happy : ſuch as theſe are onely free, 
Leave, leave your wanton toyes ; andlet alone 
Apollo ſporting at his Helicon, | 
Let Vulcan deale with Venus, whats tothee ; | 

Althouzh ſhee dandle Cupids on her knee ? 

Be not inchanted with her wanton charmes, 

Let her not hugge thee in her whoriſh armes, 

; But wiſely doe (as Neptune did) in ſp ite 

0/all,ſpue out the Lady Aphrodite, 
Come,come ford lad, what? would'it thou faine eſpye, 
A glorious objett for thy wanaring eye: © 
eAnd ziut thy ſizht with beauty? —_— behold 
A viſage that will make thy Venus cold? 

If thi be all, Ile give thy eye delight: 

Come ſee that face that lenaes the Sunne his light, 
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Come ſte that face that mikes the heavens to ſhine, 
Come ſee that gloriews face, that lends thee thine, 
Cone and beholdthat face which ifthou ſee, 

Aright, t'will makethe earth a heaven to thee, 

Come ſee that gliftring face from which ariſe 

Such glorious beames that dazels Angels eyes, 

What canit have more; but doſt thou thinkt that ſuch 
A comely viſage will uot let thee touch 2 

Or dſt thou [binke 4 Sunn that ſhines fo cleare, 

Will ſcorne to let a leſſer Orbe come neere © 


No thou miſtak'ſt : ſay, dot thou — thirff, 
, 


For him? [ daxe avouch hee lov'dithee 
Be uot diſmaid, It needes no more diſpate, 
Come give this glorious face a kinge ſalute. 
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THE 


WORELDES 


eMETAMORPHOSIS. 


Efore all time, when every thing did lye, 
Wrapt ina Chaos of deformity, (ſent 
When all things nothing were, and could pre- 
No comely frame, no heaven, noclement, 
Noecarth, no water, fire orayre alone 

But all as twere compounded all inone, 

Then witha word our Tri-wne 7ove did bring, 

This nothing Chaos into every thing ; 

Yea then our great 1chova4 did preſent 

A ſeverall region tocachelement, 

Then Time, his houres began to meaſure out, 

And he moſt nimbly gariſon'd about, 

This new created Orbe : he tooke his flight 

And hurried reſtlefle on both day and night, 

His motion was ſo quicke, that ſcarcetwas cy'd, 

He fortenthouſand worlds won't ſquint aſide, 

Nor once turne backe his head; by chance I viewd 


this flight, his wings T thought were thenrenewd, ____ 


The Chaos. 
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Yca his unwearicd feathers did fo ſoare 
Swiktly, as ifthey never flew betore, | 
As whenthe Thraciars from their ſnaky bow 
Did make there featherd darts ſo ſwiftly goe, 
That they out ranne all ſight, ſo time did flie, 
As ifhe ſtrove with winged Hercurie 
Noweapon all this while for his defence 

He bore, he dealt with none but innocence, 
And now thoſe foggy mitts that ſo didIye, 


 Cloyſter'd together from eternity 


And darkeneſſe was unfetter'd from the Ii 
Whenthis was done, our great /ehovah lent. 
The world (as yet ſcarce made)a firmament, 

He ſeparated waters wondrous-well, 

Then Seas with ſurging billowes ganneto ſwell, 
Androſled to and fro with eyery wave, 

ASifthe frerfull region would out brave R 
Her owne Creator; they were notcontent 

With their but now appointed regiment, 

Their watry mountaines did ſo oftaſpire 

To Heaven, as if they would be placed higher, . 
But now great Jove lookt onthey did not dare 
Surpaſſc their ſtations, nay, nor once impaire 
Thcir bounds, he quickly queld their luſty prankes, 


Werealldiſperſd; yea now twas very 5 
gt; 


| Andcauld the waves to crouch within their bankes., 


When he had conquerd this unruly tran, 

Within twodayes he crownes Leviathan, 

King ofthe liquid region, and doth give | 

Ten thouſand thouſand more with him to live, 

T hen fruitfull earth which is the Ocean barres 
App-arce, and heavens beſpangled all with ſtarres, 
1hc Sunnc begits lus LUeauLy | at, 


And proudly danceth up the Orient, 


The Worldes Metamorphoſis. 


He nor his horſes can nolonger ſleepe, 
_ Bur gallop from the orientall deepe, 
He r1d ſo taſt that in tev7 houres was ſpide 
All bravely wraptin his meridian pride, 
But when he clamber'd cothe higheſt brinke, 
He view'dthe fabricke, :hen beganto finke, 
And all the way as hee did homewards goe, 
He laughed, to ſee {o brave a frame below, 
Still whipping on kis Iades, untill his head 
Was ſafely laid into his Weſterne bed. 
Silver Lucinaas yet Cid notenter, 
But lay immured within the recking center, 
Whilſt he had mounted on his flaming ſeate, 
And viewda glorious orbe, wondrous,compleate, 
With that the purple Lady ſtraight prepares, 
Attended with ten thouſand thouſand ftarres, 
Shee clambers up inthis her r.ch aray, 
Ard viewesthe goodly building all the way, 
Sweete ſmiles ſhee caſt from her admiring eye, 
Whilſt all her little babes ſtood twinkling by, 
Playing the wantons by their mothers fide, 
As if they were inamour'd with the pride 
Of ſuch a Fabricke: to exprefle their mirth, 
Some ſhotfrom heaven, asthough they'd live on Earth, 
This done, ſweete Phzbeſoone beganne to drop 
Her borrowed beames into her brothers lap, 
And everſince toſce this glorious fight 
One laughesat day ; the other ſmiles at night. 
Andcan you blame them? earthis ſpread with bowres, 
And trees, and proudly deckt with ſundry flowers, 
Shee that ere while indunghbill Chaos lay, 
Is nowwith Vilets purp'ld every day, 
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And damaskt all with Roſes, yea ſhees clad 

With ſweeter herbes then ever Ceres had, — 

Her fruitfull wombe brings forth moſt dainty cates, 

And lovely fruites, theſe are her comely brattes, 

Norvſticke Plowman now doth rakethe paines 

To peirce herentrailes, or to ſqueeze herveines, 

But heaven and ſhee unites, they ſcorneto ſce 

A baſtard weede, diſgracetheir pedigree, 

Shee's overſpread with pinkes and Daffadillies, 

Carnations, Roſes, and the whiteſt Lilies, 

T hoſe fondlings lolling in herarmesdoe lye, 

Shaking their heads, and in her boſome dye; 

Theſein their mothers ſides doe take their reſt, 

Till they doe droptheir leaves intoherbreſt, 

And now thelittle birds doe every day, - 

Sit ſinging in the boughs, and chirpe,and play, 

' The Pheſant and the Partridge ſlowly flye, 

Vndaunted even before the Faulcons eye, 

Now comes Bebemoth with his Lordly gate, 

Gazing, asif he ſtood admiring at 

Sorich a frame, firſt having fixthis fight 

On glorious earth, he alwayestooke delight 

In vigwing that; and wouldnorlooke on high, 

Nay all the #lorious ſpangles'of the skye 

Could notentice him, ever from his birth 

He ſpent his time in looking on the earth. 

All other beaſts theirgreedy eyes did fling 

On lovely earth, as did their crowned King : 

Yeanow the Lion with the Lambe did goe, 

And knew not whether blood were ſweete or no, 

The little Kids to ſhew their wanton pride, 

Came dancing by the leving Tigers fade, 5 
h The 
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The Hare being minded with the Hounds to-play, ._ : 
Would give a {porting touch,and ſo away, | 
And then returne, being willing toþe found, 

And take his turne to chace the wanton Hound. 

The buſic Mice ſat ſporting all the day, 

Meane whilethe Cart did ſmile to ſee them play. 

The Foxe ſtandsſtill, toſee the Geeſe alleepe, - 
The harmeleſſe Wolfe now grazeth with the Sheepe, 
Here was no raping, butall beaſts did ye 

Aslink'din one, O Heavenly Sympathy ! 

The goodly Paſtures ſpringing from the Clay, 

Did wooe their mouthesto banquet, allthe way 

Was ſpread with dainty herbes, andasthey found | 
Occa(ton, they would oftſalute the ground, | 

Thoſe uncontrouled creatures then begunne EY 
To ſport,andall lay basking inthe Sunne, | 
Nocreature was their Lord, gainefaid by none, 

Asifthat Heaven andearth werealltheir owne.: _ | 
Thus whenthis mighty builder did inrobe 

Himſelfe with night, and Chaos toa globe | 
Convert, ofthis he tooke a ſerions view, 23 1 
And did astwere create it all anew, * 

He made a little Orbe, cald man; the ſame, -. . : | 
Otiely compattedina leſſer frame, 

For what isall this all, thatman in one 9 

Doth notenjoy. A manthats onely blowne Uwe” 


With heavens breath, a man that doth preſent 4h 

Life, Spirit, ſenſe, and every element: a 

Yeainthis little world great Tovedid place S071” | 
His glorious Image, and this miry face » ' 060 | 

Was heavens piure, twas this face alone |. -;.- 7 


That ſtill lJookt up to his Creators throne,”  ..;, -: > 
| B 2 
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Then God did make(a = tobe admir'd, 
Surely twas heaven it ſelfe had then conſpir'd, 
To finde it out, a garden ſweet]y blowne, 
With pleaſant frunte,and man's exempt from none, 
Ofalltheſe plants, excepta middletree, 

And what can one among a thouſand bee ! 

O glorious place, that Goddoth now provide 
Fordurty clay ! the earth inalt her pride, 

He tramples on - and heay'nthat's ſo beſer 
Wirth ſpangles and eachgliſtring Chryſoler 
Doth give artendance, yea it ferves tobe 

A covering for his head, his Canopie, 

Thus man ofheayen and carth isall poſſeſt, 
This ſpan ofdurt, is Lord of all the reſt, 

Me think's I ſee how alf the Creatures bring 
Their ſeverall Congiesto their new made King, 
Behemoth which ere while did range about 
Vncheckt, and tofling up his bony ſnowt, 
Feard none: now having caft his rowling eyes 
Vpon his Lord, ſee how he —_— lyes, 
Behind a ſheltring buſh, he ſeemes to be, 
Imploring aide otevcry ſpreading tree, 

The Lyon which ere while was in his pride, 
Squinting by chance his gogle-eyesafide, 
Eſpies his King, he dares not ſtay ſor haſte, 
Spues out his meate halfe chaw'd,and will nottaſte 
Ofhis intended food ; but ſneakes. away, 
Counting his life to be his chtefeſt prey, 

It was but now the raven was eſpide, 

Sporting her wings uponthe Tigars hide, 
Butnow,O how her feather'd ſaytes doe ſoare.,. 


As if ſheevowdto touch theearthno more : . 
ce 
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See how the Goatesdoe clamberto the top 
Ofhigheſt mountaines, and the Conies drop 
Intotheir holes, ſee how the Rocbucke flmgs 
himſelfe, almoſt exchanging legs for wings. 

Why: what's the matter,that ye aſte away, 
Yethat cre while, were ſportingallthe ne 
Tellme yee Creatures, ſay, what fearcfullſight . 
Hath put youto this unexpeRed flight * 

Speake, ſpeakethou giddy lambe,wer't not thou ſpide 
Atplay butnow £ why thendoſt skip afide,? 

W hart * is it man that frights you ? can bisface 
Stretch out your legs unto their ſwifteſt pace ? 

Can one looke daunt youall2 what needethis bee 2 
Are ye not made of Clay, as wellashee ? 

Have ye not one Creator? are ye not 

His clder Brothers, and the firſt begot ? 

W hy ſtart ye then? isitnot ſtrange toſee 

One weake-one maketenthouſand ſtrong ones flee 2 
But ah neede not aske, Iknow it now, 

You ſpied your makers image in his brow. 
T'waseven ſo indeed, no time to ſtay, 

Your Lord was comming, fit, he ſhould have way. 
Andthustheſe Creatures dares notcomein fight ; 
Surely t'was heavens /dea, cauſd the fright. 

Now ſee how flattering earth doth ſtrive alone 

To pleaſethis Lord; each tree preſents a done, 

See how the fruite hangs with acomely grace, 

And wooes his hands to rent them from their place, 
O how they bow, and would not wy him bring 
His hands tothem, they bend unfo their King, 

Bur it by chance he will not plucke andtaſte, 


They breake the boughes,and ſo for griefe they waſte. 
| | Sy -- a | 
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Toculetheſe wretches!heavenbeginsto frowne, 


See how the pclhpintes when they cſpic 

Their Lord,doe.Curiſy as he paſſeth by, 

The wanton Dazics ſhake their leavy heads, 

The purple Vilcts ſtartle from theirbeds, | 

The Primroſe ſweete and eyery flowre that growes, 
Beſtrowes his way with odours ashe goes; 
Thus didthe herbes, the trees, the pleaſant lowres 
Welcome their Lord into his Zdex bowres. 

But all this while, the carth with all herpride, 

Shee not hier ſtore could notaford a bride . 

Fitting for man, no, no, toend the ſtrife * | 
The man himſelfe muſt yeeld himſeclfe a wife, — 
It was not meete for himtobe alone. 
Thendid our one-iti-thjee our three-in-one 

Caſt him into a ſleepe, and did divide 

His ribbes,and brought a woman from his ſide. 
When this was done, the devill did entice 

The wife from Gods, unto his Paradice, 

Sec howthe lying ſerpent maketh choiſc 

Ofthe forbiddentree : atacite voice 

It hath indeede moſt lovely to the eye, 

Preſents itto her, and ſhee by and by 

Forſooth muſt taſte: and ſo muſt TYHdamtoo. 
What cannot women by entreaties doe ! 

God he intendsa wife for mansreliefe, 

But oftentimes ſhce prooves the greateſt gricte. 
Was there but one forbid ? and mult ſhee bee 
Sobaſc a wretchto taſte of ſuch atree 

Muſt 44am too 2 Ahſechow ſhee pluckes downe 
Her husbands glory, and kickes off his crowve! 

O ſee how angry God himſelfe comes downe, ;., . / 


Alas 


The Worldes Metamorphoſis. . 
Alas poore naked ſoules, methinkes I ſee Y $44 
Transformed Adam cronch behind a tree, : 


T'is time to runne when once God doth rejeQ him, 
Tisnot his leavy armour canproted him, 
Heavenand hell wich all the ſpightthey can 

Strive for revenge againſt this monſter man. 

O how the Creatures frowne, and bend their brow, 
Asifthey all conſpir'd and tooke a vow 

Againſt this caytive, hearke how earth complaines 
That ſhee by manisbarrd of mod'rate raines, 

Shees now becomea ſtrumpet, fruitfull ſeedes, 
And dainty flowers, are turn'd to baſtard weedes, 
Diſrob'd ofall her glory, loſt her pride, 
Thecreatures now lie ſtarving by her fide, 

O how ſhee fighes, and ſends up hideous cryes, 

To ſee poore cattell fall before her eyes, - 

For want of foode : they rip their mothers wombe 
For meate, but fihding none, doe makttheit tombe, 
Harke how the bulsaneangry Lyons roare' p 
To heaven, andtell how man decrea(t their ſtore, 
Heare how the lite Lambes which yeſterday 

Did honourrotheir King, 'and gave him way, 

O how they OT enguenes to come downe 
On man, and difpoſſeſſe him of his Crowne, 
See,ſce what raping and whatcruellthrall 

Is us'd : tis man alone thatmurdersAall,- - 

The Lion mH{dere white for wam of foode, 
Doth 6!! his paunch with unaccuſtom'd blood, 
The wolte whichlately was more apt to keepe 
The tenderlambes, now profecutes the ſheepe, 
Surely the ravenous beaſts (did not they ſpye 


The glimpſe of heaven within mans purblind eye,) 
; __ _ Would 
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Would ſtraight devoure him, did not mercy now 

Come downe and imooth her fathers wrinkled broy : | 

T he carth would ſcorneto bearc him, but dividc | 

Herſelfe, and makethis Dathar (incke in pride ; 

The carth would not indurethe plough to paſle 

Into her iron iides, the heavens as braſle 

Would ſoone became, and both doewhat they can 

To ſtarve upthis deformed monſter man. 

See how this Caytife cauſerh diſcontent, 

And raiſeth diſcord in eachelement, 

How often have I ſecne the raging fire 

Vnto the top of higheſt Towres aſpire, 

And clamber mighty buildings? tis unbound, 

Surely t' would burne the fabricketothe ground, 

Did not our God looke from his mercy ſcat, 

And makethe watry fiſter quell the heate. 

How is the ayre poyſned with miſty fogges, 

And churliſh vapours z onely ſuch that clogs 

The Corps with deadly humours, ſuchthat brings 

The Peſtilence, yea ſuch that quickely flings 

Loathſome diſeaſes alwayes tipt with deat 

Did not 7ove fanne it with his mighty breath, 

Harke how the impatient ſeas beginne tothunder, 

As ifthey'd rent their prifon walls in ſunder ; 

Sce how the mounting waves doe ſwiftly flye 

Toheaven, as ifthey meant totell the skye 

How baſely man hath dealt: -O how they roare, 

Beating their foming waves againſt the ſhore, 

Chiding their ſiſter earth that dares to beare 

Sobaſe a wretch;ſee how the waves doe tcare 

Herbowels,and with all the ſpightthey can 

Strive for to drowne this wretched Caytife man. 
Go oo CHRISTS 


Et YO OE ron nn: 


"yg 
« 
8 EEO Cr COCoo—— 


— — 13 


SSH 


CHRIS TS 
BIRTH AND 
P ASSI ON. 


SIS {na mo m_ _ that 0 = ne 

TCEE>Ye2 Thy praiſes,drop thoufromthy ſoaring fli 

Þ A quill : come Ele my muſe, tec titteds : | 
<2IS&S* T oling ſuchlove no mortall ms | 

Guide thou her ſtamring tongue, and let her be | 

Strongly protected in herinfancy, _.. ; | 

Then ſhee'lltell how the King of Kings by birth ; - 4 1 

Forſooke histhrone, to live on dunghullearth, 

Then ſhee'le declare how great creating /ove, 

W hoſe ſtarre-bepaved pallace isabove 

All whoſe attendanee is a glorious troope, 

Of glitr'ring cherubs, unto whom doe ſtoope 

Each glorious Angell, flinging himſelfe downe, 

Preſenting at his feete his pearely crowne, | 

Tobe his pallace heaven ir ſelfe's not mecte, > VF 

And dunghill earth's too little for his feete ; [ 

Yetthis great King-creating King did flide q | 

Tocarth, and laid his Diadem aſide, 

Exchanging it for thornes, and did untire | 


His glorious (elfe, and clad himſeltc inmire; a 
: | C t 
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At whoſe appearance finging Angels ſhot 
EkeRatres tromhcaven( newes nere to be forgot ) 
Yea winged Cherubs fromthe highe't came 
As Heavens Heralds to divulge his fame. 

heaven did obcyſance but for earth 
v feratefull ſoile unworthy ofthe birch 

ffuch a babe) twas readicrto intombe 
The dying Lord, thento afford a roome, 
Proud Sakem wastoo hjghtoentertaine 
Poore Haries babe,twas kept for Herods traine, 
And Romethat ſeavenhild Gitry was too greate 
To lodge this Child, tis Ceſars royall ſeate, 
T'is Berblems, om - ethlew muſt ſuffice 
Tokghten 7ſcpbs Conſorts weary thighes, 
—_— Lk tooproud to lodge him in, 
Noprivate houſe, butevenavulgar Inne, 
Andtha'renot barbonurd inthe choiſeſt roomes, 
No, not => _ as with the Rn groomes, 
But this (at. mo(t ynwotchy) worthy gueſts 
Is thruſt (and gladly too) among the = | 
He that befare was wont totake his reſt, 
All coverd in his fathers ftlken breaſt, 
Is now conſtrained to lay his worthy. head, 
Vpon an undeſervedſtrawy bed, S 
Hethat was wontto heare the pleaſant rones-. 
Ofſweete-voyc'd Angels, nowthe ſaddeſt grones 
Of dolctull cHary, mixt with briviſhteares, 
Theſe onely theſe are harbour dja his cares, 
The Babe is ſcarcely borne, but-ſought rodye, 
—_ not learn'd to goe, but forc'dto fiye, 

to avoid the Tetrarchs furious Curſe, 

Hard hearted Egypr's now become a Nurſe, 
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He that can make bath Heavenand earth ro.dread, 
Loe patiently rakesall,and hides hishead, 
Yet hee'le returne, no, not the bitter wrongs, 
Nor ſpightfull uſage, nor the ſmarting thongs, 
Nor haopeſt ſcourges, nonor blackeſt hell, 
Canquenchthe boundleſle love, gor yet expell 
His ſtrong affeQions , let the traitors ſer 
A thorny crowne on's head, and alſo wet 
His glorious face with ſpittle, and deride, 
And ſcourge till bloed falls trickling downe his fide, 
Nay though he be conſtrain'd to leave his breath, . » 
An1's dying foule is heavy unto death, 
He can't but ſmile upon his bitter foe, 
And love the traitors whe're they will or no, 
Yet ſee how (ordid man repayeth all 
His kindneſſe, with an undeſerved thrall, 
W hil'ft he (ſad ſoule) lay proſtrate all alone, 
Faſt fixing both his eyes at heavens throne, 
And ſending up ſuch ſighes,as though he'd make 
The weakned yaults of heavenand earth to ſhake, 
His ſweate dropt downe like dew,and as he ſtood 
He ſtaind Mount Olives with his Crimſon blood, 
Whilt all his ſad Diſciples drowſy lye, [127.21 
Scarce able to hold up a ſluggiſheye, 
Now he's betraid by 1z4as,he that bore 
The bagge, and was intruſted with the ſtore; 
He that did ſcorne thetrairors name, and cory, 3/1 
Who ſhall betray thee Lord 2 Lord ſpeake* isele 
| - Yetnow anabjec Chriſt becomes, tobe, 

And thirty pence is valud more then he, WW 
The bloody ſteward with atreacherous kiſſe .. - 2:1. - 1 
Forſooke his Maſter andeterna]l bliſſe, _—” 

C2 And | 


Roy” — Tr EMFM7FaFim. 4% ' 
And ſquldthebody ofa Lord ſo good 
To ſouldiers, ſuch as thirſted after blood, 
And then for feare the'Innocent ſhould paſſe 
Vntoucht,.- was ſtraight accuſed by Caiaphes, | 
Condemn'd by Pontiis Pilate, to expell 
The guilt, he-waſht his hands,and all was well, 
O ſee what force weake water had to quench 
His ſparkling Conſcience,and his flaming ſence! 
Alas not Ni/xs, no nor 1ardans flood. E 
Can FKanſethe ſtaines oflucha Crimſon blood; 
No tis the ſtreames ofa _ eye 
Tis onely this takes out a ſcarlet dye, . . 
Thus our Area ſtandsarraign'd to dye 
And nothing*sto be heard but Cr#orfye : 
Whenthis alarum ſounded tothe hight 
And heav'nand hell conſpired both to fighe 
Againſt this Captaine, then his daunted troope - 

| Forfooke their Lord, each foule beganto droopes 

Yetgracious he imparted his renowne 

| Hewonne the battell and gave themthe Crowne, 

- Yea he became a curſe that kney no finne 

He wasgnrob'd and diſinrob'd ag'in; 

His temples crown'd with thornes, his glorious face 

Wasſ) pe upon and beate with all diſgrace 

Thatabjca ſlaves could uſe, and then they cry, 

Toblinded Chriſt who beare thee © prophecy. 

Ah ſtupid ſoultvas if that piercing ſight - 

That vizwes alÞſecrets in the darkeſt night, 

That tries the thoughts ofcvery heart,and ſtares 

Into each ſoule is now as blind as theirs; - - 

Thus was —_— us'd, but all's not done 

The hell-invented fury 1s tocomie, 


2 - Chrifts BirthandPaſiion. 17 | 
By vulgar ſlaves the very Sonne of God | | 
Is falſely ſcourg'dand forc'd to kiſſethe rod, 
Yea he whoſe noſtrils ableare tocaſt 
Out flame, and burnethe world atevery blaſt, 
W hoſe mighty breath is ablefor to fanne | 
Tenthouſand worlds, and puffe out every man ' | 
Like chaffe, and make the flanting world totoſle ; 
. Like waves, is now.compeld to beare his croſles. 
Whereen his body in a vulgar ſtreete- 
Hung naked pierc'd with nayles both hands and feete : 
The well of water, hethat gavethefirſt 
To all his creatures, now's himſelfeathirſt,  ' 
Yea heto whom allthirſty creatures call 
For drinke,muſt now drinke vinegar with gall, 
They pierc'd his ſide from whence came watry blood, 
; Moreſoveraigne farre then all Betheſda's flood, 
Theſe tyrants thus{though to themſelves denide) 
Did make a way to heaventhrough his ſide. 
Alas my muſe for'ſighes can ſcarce prolong 
The fatall tuning of ſo dire a ſong, 
To ſec heaven; taire zdeaſeemeſo foule _ 
Sobbing and ſighing out his burdned ſoule, 
- Thoſe eyes whichnow ſecme dim, were once ſo bright, 
From hence it was that Phe@bws begd his light, 
Thoſearmes which now hang weake did txomtheir birth 
Support the tottring vaults of heavenandearth, 
T hat tongue that now Iyes ſpeechleſſe in his head, 
A word of that would ſoone revivethe dead, 
Onetouch of thoſe Pale fingers wonld ſuffice 
_ Tohealetheficke and makethe dead manrile : 
-*: Thoſelegges which now are peircd by abjeRflaves 


were kindly entertaind amongſt the waves - 
ong c; : The | 
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The hem, thevery hem could cure a griefe ; 


But now ſtrength's weake,th'omniporent's a crying 


For aid, heatrſi's{teke and life itlelfe's a dying, 
His head hangs drooping and his eyes are in, 


His weaknedarmes growne pale,the ſunn-'s echip(t 


(O boundlefle love, thus thus choudidſt expoſe 
Thy ſclfe t6 damned paines to ſave thy foes ) 


Hell fought againſt him, heaven began to frowne | 


Andy ſent vengeance poſting downe, 
Who clad with fury,being angry ſhakes 
Herugly head whoſe haze doth nurture ſnakes, 
Sheelayes about her greedy of her pow 
Queachethh rci1irt with blood and ſo away, 
And mercy now liescover' dia acloud 

And will not hcare although his fighes arc loud 
(Although his cries are ſuch that cauſe a ſtone 


To heare, yet finne makes heav'n forget her owne) 


Heav'nfrownes as if ſhee had her owne forgot, 
Mercy lookes off as if thee knew him not, 

He ſuffred paines that hell ir ſclfe deviſd, 

So much, that juſtice cride I am ſufhc'd : 

His toxtures were ſo high, ſo great,ſo lore, 
That hell cride out: I caninflict no more : 


== | Thecoite whoſe warmth did giye bis ſides reliefe 


\ 


W hich done the heavens cloſd uptheir lamping light 


And turn'd the day into a diſmall night; 

Bright Phgbac vaild his face and would not ſee, 
Wormesadors of fo bloody treachery - 

And quivering earth ber wonted rigour Jackt 
And ſtraight ftaod trembling at ſodireatadt : 
The busi'd Sams aroſe to ſec betwixt 

Two dusky clouds, their glorious Sunne eclipſt : 


Thus 
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Thus heav'nitſelfe with the terreſtriall Ba/Z 
Doth joyne to celebrate his funerall : 

The Landlord ofthe globe who firſt did raife - 
Earths fabricke, wasa tenantfor three daycs; 
But when once Chriſt didceaſe tobe turmoyld 
Heaven and jie was gladly reconcil'd, 


. Mercy came dancing from the angry denne 


Toſt off her cloudy mantle,ſmild againe, 
Pearch'd on her brighteſt throne, and makes a vow 
To ſmooth the wrinckled furrowes of her brow : 
And grim fac'd vengeance thee thats onely fed 
With poyſon, dares nor ſhew her ſnaky head 
For feare : all angers baniſht cleane away, 
Sterne juſtice now hath nota word to ſay, 

And now the Fathers anger being done 

Double imbracesentertaine the Sonne : 

As whena tender mother fometime beates 

Her wanton boy for his unruly feates 

Shee wipes his blubberd face and by and by 
Preſentsa thouſand gugoyesto hiseye, 

Shee angry with her Telte beginnesto ſeeke 


His former love tearestrickling downe herchecke, . 


Quickly forgetting what was done amiſſe, ' - 
Ending her anger inalovely kiſle, 

Doubtleſle her fondling burnes the rod and then ' 
Come peace my babe kifſe and be friends agen. - 
Tuſt ſo when God inflicted on his Sonne 

His bittreſt wrath,the anger being done 

Othen how ſoone he doubled his renowne ? 
Adorn'd his Temple witha richer Crowne ? -. 
Angry withthoſe that would not heare hs moane 
Ready to fling grim vengeance from his throne, 


a 
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Chrifts Birth and PaſSimn, 


And chide with mercy ſhee that once did runne 


* To hide her ſelfe fromtbis his dying Sonne, 


$0 forthis fat would ſurely overthrow 
he fabricke, did notIuſtice hold the blow. 
Thus heaven was friends againe, but ſordid man 
Poore mortall duſt whoſe dayes are but a ſpan 
Doth ſtrive againſt his God, like dogges thar ſtorme 
And barke and brawle and fome at Phzbes horne : 
Ah Lord, why arethey ſoextreame tothee ? 
What is the cauſe thou madft their blindmen ſee ? 
Or why did thou their fury thus inrage 2 
Becauſe thou didſt revive their dead mens age ? 
Me thinkes tis ſtrange good God thou ſhouldſt enflame 
Their anger by reſtoring leggestoo lame. 
How is it Lord thou foveds glorious ſeedes 
And loea barveſtallcompa@ ofweedes ? 
Thou gaveſt them life, and ſpentſt thy deareſt breath 
Forthem,and now thouart repaid with death : 
What griefe was erelike thine 2 would not thy mone 
Quickly diflolve an adamantine ſtone ? 
Wold not thoſe fighs(which could not peirce their cares) 
Have tnimda rocke into afea of teares ? | 
Would not thoſe wrongsthou bor'ſt without reliefe, 
Make every cave,to ccho out thy griefe ? 
For greedy Lionsare more kind then men, 
They cnterraind thy limbe within their denne 2 
Forget their wonted humours and became 
As carefull ſhepherdes to thy tender Lambe, 
The croking raven, ſhee whoſe natures wilde 
Became atendermurſe untothy Childe, 
Andto obey thy voice the ſtony rocke 
Becamea ſpringing fountaiueto thy flocke, 
Yea 


®,/ 
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Yea rather thenthy babes ſhall live inthrall, 
The very ſea it{elfe provides a wall, 
The flames forget their force, through thy conſtraine 
Loſe heate and know not howto burne a Saint, 
Yea when thy ſouldiers wanted day to fight, 
The Sun ſtood ſtill and lent them longer light - 
When boiſtrous ſeasdid ſhew their luſty prancks, 
Scorning to be impriſon'd in their banckes, 
And withthcir billowes vaulted up ſo high, 
Asitthey meant to ſcale the ſtarry sky, 
And boundleſle Boreas from his frozen Cave 
Ruſht out and proudly challeng'd every wave, 
One nod of thine did quell thoſe ſeas agen, 
And ſent proud Boreas to his ſullendenne : 
Thusthou the ſenſeleſle creatures oft did'ſt checke, 
And mad'\ſt the proudeſt pliant to thy becke, 
For devils trembled and that breath ofthine 
Made them ſeeke ſhelter ina heard of ſwine, 
They knew thy greatneſſe and confeſt thy name, 
Hell ſent forth Heraulds to divulge thy fame 

- But man(Lord whats he made of ? ) ſtupid ſoule 
Is now more greedy then the raping foule : 
Harder then flint, his nature is ſo grimme, 
Thar quecſtionleſſethe Lyon chang'd with him - 
Hotter then flame, more boyſtrous thenthe winde, 
More fierce then waves, and hels not more unkinde. 
Yet thou (O matchleſſe love) didſt undergoe 
Anundeſerved curſe to ſave thy foe: 
Yeaguiltleſſe thou becauſe thou would'ſ ſuffice 
For guilty man, becom'ſt a Sacrifice. | | 
Thou Grand Phyſitian forthy patients good 
Didſt mixc thy Phyſicke with dearcſ blood : 

"an 
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Man from the ſweeteſt lower did ſucke his gricfe 
But thou trom venome did(t extract reliefe, 

From pleaſures 1wbecke man diſtild his paine 
Thou our of ſorrow pleaſure drawd againe, 


 Sweete Edenwasthe garden where there grew 


Such ſugred lowers, yet there our poyſon blew, 

Sad Gethſeman the arbour where was pluckt, 

Though binerterbes yet thence was hony ſuckt: 

Sohavel ſcene the buſie Beeto feed, 

Extracting honey fromthe ſowreſt weed, 

W hilſt Spiders wandring through a pleaſant bowre 

_ deadly poyſon from the ſweeteſt Aower, 
hus, thus ſweete Chriſt, thy ſickneſſe was our health, 

Thy death, our life, thy poverty our wealth, 

Thy griefe our mirth, our freedome was thy thrall, 

Thusthouby being conquerd conquereſt all. 


I Og 
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CANT. 8.7. y 
Much water cannot quench love, tteither can the floods 
drowne it . 


Oo How my heart is raviſht! thoughts aſpire 
Tothinke onthee my Chriſt - my zeales on fre, 
What ſhall I doe my love? me thinkes mine eyes 
Bchold thee ſtill, yet ſtill I Tantalize; 

Ten thouſand lets ſtandarm'dand all agrec, 
Conſpiring how topart my love and me. 
Preſumption like 0/ympae ſcales the skye, 


A mountaine for to part my Love and 1. 
; Deſpaire 
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Deſpaire preſents a gulfe, a greedy grave 

Much like the jawes of the internall Cave - 

Buc what ofthis © though hils are nere ſo high 

W hoſe ſunne- confronting tops upbraide the skye 
Jletrample o'ce, and make them know tis meere 
Their proudeſt heads ſhould ſtoope and kiſſe my feete : 
Ile ſtride o're cares deeperthen Neptunes well, 
Whoſe threatning jawcs doe yawne as wide as hell; 
Although the ſeaboyles in her angry tides | 
And watry mountaincsknockeat Heavens ſides, 
Though every puffe of Neptunes angry breath 
Should raiſe 4 wave and every wave adeath, 

Ile ſcorne his threates ſhould top my courſe, or quell 
My pace, though every death preſents a hell; 

Yea lle adventure through thoſe ſwelling ſtormes 
Whoſe billowes ſeemes toquench great Phebes hornes, 
Mountaines ſhall be as molchilles, every wave 

Toſt inthe frettull region, ſhall ombrave 

No more then ſixcames that ſhew their wanton 
Gliding along by Thames his petty banckes: | 

Put grantthar ſeas it. ould ſwell,and toſſing tides 
Wirth ſtormes ſhould cruſh my waving yeſlels fides: 
Suppoſe for footemen mountaines axetoo ſteepe, 
Each hill roo high, and every cave too dcepe: 
Suppolc all earth conſpire to ſtop: care]? 

My faith will lend mewings and then Ile flye : 

O how lle laugh to fee that mounting clay . 

O how Ile ſmile at that that ſtopt my way : 

'O how 1 laughto ſec the Ocean ſtraine 

Her banckes forto oppoſe andallin vaine ! 

Andcan you blame me? when I'me once above 


le care ſor none, fornone but thoumy Love. | 
| D 3 * Thou 
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þ Mans naturall mability, 
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Thouart my path: I ſhall not goe awry: 

My fight ſhall never faile : thouart my eye : 
Thou art my clothing : I ſhan't naked be : * 

I am no bondman : thou haſt made me free ; 

] am not pin'd with ſickenefſe- thou art health - 
Iam no whit impoveriſht, thou art wealth. 


# 


_ 


Mans naturall infirnaty. 


\'V4 Hat meanes my God? why doſt preſent to me 
Y Such glorious objects © cana blind man ſee ? 
Why doſt thoucall? why doſt thou becken ſo * 
Weouldſt have me come? Lord cana Cripple go? 

Or why doſt thou ex pe that I ſhould raiſe 

Thy glorywith my voice:the dumbe can't praiſe. 
Vaſcale my duskye eyes, then lle expreſſe 

Thy glorious objeds ſtrong attractiveneſſe : 
Dipthoumy limbesin thy Betheſdzes lake, 

Ile ſcorne my earthly crutches, lle forſake 

My ſelfe: touch thou my tongue andthen Ile ſing 
AncAiltajah to my glorious King. 

Raiſe mefrom this my grave,then[ ſhall be 

Alive, and |le beſtow my life on thee 

Till thou E ia+-like doſt overſpread 

My limbs, 'me blind, l me lame, I'me dumbe,I'me dead: 


Pn ——_— 
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The Melancholicke Solfles comfort, 


That I had a ſweete melodious yoice ! 
'OthatI could obtainethe chicfelt choice , 
: O 


T be Melancholicke Soules Comfort. 


#5 


Of ſieeteſt mulicke ! pre-thee David lend 
Thy well-reſounding harpe, that I may ſend 
Some praiſes tomy God: I know not how 
To pay by ſongs my heart-reſolyed vow - 
How ſhall I ſing good God ? thofdoſt afford 
Tenthouſand mercies, trebled ſongs O Lord 
Cannot requite thee } O thar I could pay 
With lifetime ſongs the mercies of one day ! 
I oft beginneto ſing, and then before 
My ſongs halte finiſht, God gives ſenſe for more. 
Alas poore ſoule art puzztld?ranſft notbring 
Thy God ſome honour though thow ſtriveto ſing 2 
The Cauſe « this, thou art become his debter | 
Heele make thee play on muſrckethat is bettey, 
I Cannot play, my ſobs doe ſtop my courſe, 
My grones doe make my muficke ſound the worſe. 
What nouzht but grones: ah ſhall th' Almighties cares 
Be fild with fighes all wſherd in with teares ? 
I this is »#ſicke : ſuch atune prolongs 
Gods love, and makes him liſten to thy ſongs : 
Tis this that makes his raviſht ſoule draw nigher, 
Tis this outſtrips the Thracian with his Lyre, 
Tis this inchantsthy God, tis this alone (rone: 
T hat 4rags thy ſpouſe from heavento hearethy 
Nobetter Muſicke then thy ſobs and cries, 
If not a Davids narpe; get Peters eyes, 


The Soule in love with Chriſt. 
V V Hatthough my Love doth neate appeare ? 


And makes 4wrora bluſh to ſee her 2. 
D 3 Thangh 
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| a6 The Soule in Lovewsith Chriſt. 


© Though nature paints her cheekes with red 
And makes proud Yenws hide her head.» - 
What though her crimſonlips ſo mute 
Doecalwayes woe a new ſalute, 
W hatthough her wangpn eyes doe ſhine 
Like gliſtring ſtarresand daze!! mine ? 
Tis Chriſt alone, 
Shall be my owne, 
Tu him I will embrace, 
Tu he ſhall be 
eA Spouſe tome, 
 Allbeanty'sin hu face. 
What though the earch for me prepares 
A preſent from her golden 2uarres, 
And braggethot her earcly gaines, 
| Exhauſted from herfilver vaines ? 
What thongh thee ſhew her painted brates 
Andbids me ſmell her Yrolates * 
| And deckes ber ſelfe in fpriog attire, 
| To make my raviſht ſoule admire ? 
T et all thu ſhant 
' My Souke inchant 
The ſmile 10 ſee her pride 
1know where lies 


MA better prize 
Foy chriff but broch' d his ſide. 
| What though the world doth me invite 
And daily play the Parafire £ 
Orwith her gilded tales intice 
Me, toa ſeeming Paradiſe ? 
| And = her face and alt day long 
| Sits breathing out a Syrens ſong * 


— — 


And 


a, 


Te Soule in Love with Chriſt, 


And ſhewes her pompe, and then in fine 
Tells me, that ſhee and hergare mine ? 
Tet none of this 
Shall be my bliſſe, 
Ile ſcorne the paintedwhore 
Iwill deride © 
Her and her pride 
. For Chrit @this and more, 

WV hat though infinuating pleaſure, 
Preferres meto her chiefeft treaſure 
And _ day, and every night 
Doth feeae me with a new delight 
And ſlumbers me with lullaby 
Dandling me on her —_— thight 
What though with her ſublime pretences 
Shee ſtrives t';mpriſon all my ſenſes £ 

7 et fhee ſhant be 

eA trap tome 

Her freedome « but thrall,. 
Her greate#t coy. 

Will but annoy 

Till Chriſt doth ſweeten all, 

Or what though profit with her Charmes 
Graſping the world within her armes 
Vnlades herſelfes and bids me ſee 
What paines ſ\:ce takes,and all for me 
Andtheninvites me to her bower 
Filling my coffers every houre ? 

W hatthough ſhee thus inlarge my ſtore 
With every day a #ho.ſi;4 more? 

- Yet let her packe 

- And turne her backe, 
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Hey pureſt gold's but droſſe 
Her greateſt paines 
Produce no zaines 
Till Chriſt come all is loſſe. | 
"Orwhat though Fomure ſhould preſent | 
Her high Olympicke regiment, - 
| And never my Ambition checke, 
But ſtill be p/;ant to my becke * 
| What though ſhe lends me wings to flic 
Vno the top of Dignity,, ; . 
And make proud Monarches with ber wheele 


Y ncrowne their heads to Crowne my heele, 
Hle not depend 
Onſuch afriend, 
Tis Chriſt #5 all my ſtag: 
Þ Shee can revoke 
The higheſt ſpoke, 
Her wheeles turnd every day. 
| Let none of theſe in me take place : 
Fond Yen: hatha Yulcans face : 
And ſotill heaven bepleaſdto ſhoile 
| Poore earth ſits barrewallthe while : 
The worldthats apt to winne a foole 
It is my burden, not my ſtoole : 
Nor pleaſure ſhall enchant my mind, 
Shees ſmooth before, but ing; behind : 
1 will diſaaine 
Theiy greateſt gaine, 
R And fortun's but a feather, 
| Tis none of theſe 
Can give me eaſe, 
But Chrif's the ſame for ever, 


Lord 


5 
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Doe make my vitals drowſic,and decayes | 


* Thy ſplendor,comeand doe no longer ſtay - 


L 


Lord why bideft thin thy face from me, = 2g 


Lord why hide(t thou thy face from me. 


Hat drowſie weather's this ? the angry skies - | 
Doethreaten ſtormes,and heav'n it ſelfe denies ' | 


Her lovely viſage,ah theſe darkned dayes 


My ſoules delight - good God can I controule 
Or drivetheſe penfive humoursfrom my ſoule 2 
Ahnol can't my lively ſpirits keepe, 

Such drowſie weather's fit for nought but ſleepe. 
O thou eternall light that haſt the _ 

In 7oves broad wals,thoufcepterof the day, , (eye, | 
Thou heav'nsbright torch, tliougliftring worlds brighe | 
Why doſt thou hideand ſo obſcurely lye 2 | 
Come wrapthy ſclfec in thy cnn attire, 
Shew forth thy glory,make my {oule admire 


But with thy glorious beames befirow my way, . {= 
Extirpe theſe foggy miſts from out mine eyes, 

That I may plainly ſee where hedvenlyes. 2. 
ThenIle awake,ſweete Chriſt,doe thoudiſplay 
Thy 2littering beames,ſered out a Summers day, | 
T'le rub my ſlumbring eyes,O thenT1'le roame 

A life-time journey from jay native home « -:: 

The ſoule will ſleepe and can't hold up her eyes 

V niill the ſunne of righteouſneſſe ariſe, 


= | (Criſt 


2 .; ew! Chriſts Keſarrettion, 


Chriſts "Reſurreftion, 


Ome Riſe my heart, thy Maſter's riſen, 

Why ſlug'ftrhou inthy grave? 
Doſt thou not know he broke the priſon 2 
Thouart no more a ſlave. 


He rowled of the ſealed fore 
That once ſo pondrous lay, 
And leftthe warchmenall alone 


And bravely ſcapt away. 


When fleſh the world,and Sata too: 
Wont ſafferthee to quatch, - 
| Learne of thy eaſter what to doe 
And cozenali the watch. 


Let not theſe clogging earthly things. 
Make thee (poore ſoule) forſake him, 

| Coe ask of Faith, ſhe'le lend thee wines,. 
Haſte,fly, and overteke ime, | 


But harke wy /ovle,\'le tellthee where 
Thy Haſter fits in ſtate: | 

Goe knocke at heavens dore,for there: 
Heentred in of late. 


If Peter now had keptthe key 
Thou might get in with caſe, 
But 7»ffice onely beares the ſway 
And lets in whom ſhee pleaſe. 


Shee's 


y nfs ole 


Shee's wondrous ſterne and ſuffers nor : =1 
A paſſenger to enter, F204 | 

W ithour thy Maſters ticket got Ot, | 
Thou mayſt not touch her Center, 


But come my ſo«lc,letmeadviſe, 
What ncedit thou to implore Gt” «IO 
The $4inrs forayde?1 know where lies 
Forthec a private doore. 


Doſtnot remember ſince the pridg 

Of baſe perfidious men 

Did thruſt thy Maſterthroughthe fide 
(Wert not thou wounded then.) 


When 1#ſticeis ſo ſternethat thou 


Vntoa ſtraight art driven, 
(ComehearkeandI will tell thee now) | 
Creepe through that wound to heaven. | 


— —— 


Sanflificat. LL, : | 


My head,alas my bones, | 
O my wounded joynts doe ſme, : 
Fleſh ere while as hard as ſtones, | 


Now it ates in every part: 
Lord 'tisthy Art. 


Allthy1#dgcmerts could not [care 
Me,nor make my ſouleto fly, 
Now one angry looke can reare 
Me,and make me penſivelye: -.- 
In miſery, 
E2 
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Lord there where I tooke my riſe, 


There did | beginto recle, 
Surfettedin Paradiſe, 
And there I got a bruiſed heele, 
Which now ] feele.. 


Surcly my diſcaſe was great, 
Sicke, and yetI feltno paizes. 
Hungry,yet I could not eate : 
Sore, yet could I not comp/aine - 
Yet all was gaine.. 


For, good od, thy care was ſuch. 

Thatthougavecſt me much reliefe, 

Yeathoulendedſt mea © rutch, . 

And didſt make me know my griefe : | 
Lord thou art chiefe: _ 


Thou haſt madethe recketoweepe 
And my ſtony heart to groane, 

Thou haſt rais'd me from my fleepe, 
And doſt ſmile to heare my tone; 


And loy'it my mone. 
But what need'ſt thoulend a Cyurch, 


Thou canſt make me perfed? whole 2 


Thou canſt heale me with a toach, 
By this thou know'ſt a woman ſtole, 
Cure for her dole. 


Whenleavel this _ cc? 
When ſhall I moſt perfebe 2 
When thou ſhalt my gliflring face, ' 


oh 


' Inthe land of glory ſee. 


Loxd perfeR me, 


i 


| 2) A Meditation on a mans [hadow. == 


A Meditstion on a Mans ſhadow. 


| V ; [ Henasthe S»nneflings downe his richeſt rayes, 
. F' Andwith his ſhining beames adornes my wayes, 
Sec how my ſhadow trackes me where 1 goe, 
I fop, that tops; I walke, and that doth ſo: 
. T rnzxe with winged flight, and ſtill I pye 
My waiting /hadow runne as faſt as |, 
But when a ſable cloud doth difaray 
The Sunne, and robs me of my ſmiling day : 1] 
My ſhadow leaves me belpeleſſeall alone, | 
And when 1 moſt neede comfort I havenone : 7 
Iuſt ſoit is; let him that bath the highr | 
Of outward pompe, expect a pot --; | | 
If thou art great, thy ho-0urs will draw nigh: 4 
Theſe are the ſhadowes to proſperity - 
O how the wor/dlings make purſuite tothee, . 
With cap in hand and with a bended knee : 
But if aiſa#trow fate ſhould come betwixt = 
Thee and thy Sunne, thy ſptendor's all eclipt - __ 
Thy friends forſake thee, and thy ſhadow's gone], 
And thou(poore ſunne-lefſethou) art leftalone, 
This isthy Sou/es eſtate,the worldly gaine 
Anu greateſt pompe, in ſtoriny timesarevaine: 
» They are but ſhadowes whendiſtreſſe comes nigh, 
They areas nothing toa faithfull eye. 
Yet here's my comfort Lord, ifI can ſee 
My ſhadow, | muſt needes a ſubftauce be. 
O let me not with worldly ſhidowes clogge © 2 


Hy ſelfe, grant me more wt then Eſops dogge.. _W 
" \ E. 3 P A 7 
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A Meditation on Childrens raſhneſſe . 


A Meditation on Childrens raſhneſſe, 


VV Hen Mothers are deſirous for to play 
The wantons with their babes, and ſhew the way 
Tofindetheir feete : to give their brats content, 
They waggetheir ſporting fingers,and preſcat 
A penny inthe forchead, or ſome pap, 

To win the Childrentothe Mothers lap : 

How ſoone will they their little griſlels ſtretch, 
And runne apace, aſpiring for to fetch 

Thispetty object ? never caring though 

Thcir way be full of ſtumbling blockes below : 
Thou art that .140ther Lo;d, thou uſeſt charmes, 
And ſtill art dandling, Chriſt within thine armes 
Preſents moſt glorious objesto our eyes, 

And ſhewes us where thy choiſeſt mercies lies; 
Why thenare we ſo backward ? why ſo flow * 
Or why ſo loth intothy armes to goe ? 

Small molehils ſeeme as mountaines in our way, 
And every 1izht affli tion makes us ſtay: _ 
Why ſhould we ſtop at petty ftrawes below *- 
Make us thy Children Lord we (hant doe ſo. 
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4 Meditation ona good Father having a bad $ one. 


Verkus of late was minded to diſpute 

Ofthis, A tree thats good brings forth good ſruite. . 
Hence he concludes ſuch parents that have bin 
Converted,bring forth children void of finne. 


Peace 
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"2 Meditation on aWeatherchocke: 
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Peace 2uerkms peace, and hold thy tongue for ſhame 
Doſt not perceive that thy concluſion's lame ? 

May not a graine thats free from chaffe andcleare 

Cait in the ground, bring forth a chaſfy care. 


Mm 


FX Meditation on a Weathercocke. 


Echow the trembling Weathercocke can find 
QONoe ſetled place, but turnes with every wind,, 
If sluſtring Zephyr blowes and gives a checke, 
How ſoon's this cocke made pliant to his becke,. 
If Boreas getsthe day,twill change its fide, 

And turne inſpite of bragging Zeobers pride : 

Thus temporizers tnrne at every puffe, 

And yet forſooth they thinke they're good enough, 
If ſtand, they ſtand : ifhethat ſeemes to be 

The greateſt turne, they turne as faſt as he, 

I wonder at ſuch way'ring feathers, did [ 

So often turne t'would make me wondrous giddy.. 
Lordlet that wind that blowes upon _— 

Turne me,and make me Lordthy weathercocke, 


— 


4 Meditation on. Cockfighting. 


. Ec how thoſeangry creatures diſagree, 
W hilitthe ſpeRators firand laugh to lee. 
Doe not two neighbours often doe the m 
Whilſt that the Lawyers luwzh to ſee the game? 


te erm 


= 
* 


36 A Meditation on an Echo and a Tifture. 
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A Meditationon an Ech3 and a Pifture. 


== how Ape/les with his curions art, 
Powrtraies the picture out.inevery part: 

Ifhe cangive'tatoyce, nodoubt he can 
Compleartly makethe fhapea living man - 

Surely his worke would to his praiſe redound, 
Could be but give the ſhape he made, a ſound - 
'What wants the Echo ofa living creature 

But Shape 2 and whar but voice this comely feature * 
Yet both can's meete together : God alone, 
- Will bave this ſecret Art to be his owne,” 


. 
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A Meditation on:Noahs Dorve. 


V —_— Cod the floods from lands did undivide 
And madetheskye aſpiring mountaines hide, 

When heaven caind fcas, and fountaines were unbound, 

 Andall mankind except cight ſoules were drownd ; 

Then did /oves Pilot Noah make an Arke 

And thruſt this little world intoa barke : 

Yea then heſenta Doveto range about 

The Floods, toanfwer his uncertaine doubt : 

'O how ſhee wanders up and downe the Seas, 

Fluttring her weary wings but findesno caſe ! 

Shee ſeesno food, no reſting place,no parke, 

But ſoone returnes into het wiſhed Arke. 

Obſerve how tender Noh, full of Love, 

Opensthe window to this weary Dove, 4 

| | uts 


A Meditation on Noahs Dove. 
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Puts forth his hafids to meete her, takes herin, 
But by and by ſhee flutters out agin - 
Shee tindes an 01ive leafe, and thar ſhee brings 
| Betweene her bill, hov'ring her tyred wings 
| Vponthe Atke - ſtil] Noah isthe ſame, 
Lets in his wandring Dovethats now madetame_ 
With rcſtleſſe flight ; once more ſhee gets away, 
And now ſhee ſpies the earth (rhiar lately lay 
Sok'd inthe impartialldeluge)in her pride, 
Adornd with dainty hearbes onevery fide 
When food is plenty, this ungratefull Dove _ 
Fotgets her Noah, and his former love: 
Mindsnothing bur her ſelte, ſhee that before 
Did crouch unto thee Arke, returnesno more. - 
Thos art that Noah Lord, and Chriſt the boate, 
eAffUtftions are the waters that doe floate : 
Manu that wandring Dove,that often flies 
V nto hu Chrilt for ſhelter, elſe he dyes, 
How aptare we good God to uſe our wings, 
And flyeto thee when all theſe outward things 
With floods are drowned up, though we have bin 
So vile, how aptartthoutocatchusins 
O how our God when we have bin aſtray 
Puts forth his armes to meete usanthe way, 
Andtake us home ! weare no ſooner in 
But by and by we flutfer out agin - 
This time by chance like Noa/s Dove we ſee, 
The upper branches of ſome 01ivetree, 
I meane ſome petty ſhelter : ſtill we flye 
Vato our God foraide orclſe we dye. 
How apt are we, when outwardthings forſake us, 
Tohaſteto God ? how apt's our God totake us* 
| A __ 
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4 Meditation on a Shippe. T 


The third time we are gone,now floods are huſht 
The Sun- confronzing mountaines bravely waſhe, 
The Seas give place, the loweſt vallies 1cene, 
Yeaall thecarth moſt ſweetly decktin greene: 


. Now weforget our God and poſt away, 


Andafter makean everlaſting ſtay : 

When worldly wthlth comcs in, and wecanveſt 
F ponthe creatare: O how we deteſt 

Our former refuge | if we find a Parke, 


We ne'rereturne unto our wonred .arbe, 


PI 
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A Meditation ona Shippe. 


Mat how the floting veſſellfhewes her pride. 


And isextold with every lofty tide ; 


But when it ebbes, andall the floods retire 

Sec how the bragging burke is plurgd im mire : 
Iuft ſo good God, how aptare we tofwim 
When mercies fill our banckes unto the brim ® 
When worldly wealth appeares, and wecan ſee - 
Such outward blefſings flow : then who bat we * 
But when it eþbes, and thondoſt once unlinke 
Theſe mercics from us : O'how ſdoxe we ſinke, 
Good God let not the great efate poſſe(ſe 

Memwith preſumption, not deſpaire vhe leſſt : 

Let me not ſinke when ſuchan ebbe appearts, 

No, let me ſwim in true repentant teares : 


————— 4 Meditationona Windmill. 39 


yo EE IE 


4 Meditationona Windmill. 


Bſerve it alwaies tis the makers skill 
{oplace the windmill on the higheſt hill , 
It ſtands #n»ſefulltill the potent windcs 
Puffe up the lofty ſaylesand then it grinds - 
Tuſt thus it is : the bypocrite's the mill, 
His a&ions ſayles, ambition i the hill, 
The wind that drives him is a blaſt of fame, 
It blowne with this he rupnes,if not hee's tame : 
He ſtirres not till a puffe of praiſe doth fill 
His failes: but then, O how he turnes the mill ! 
Lord drive mc with thySpirit,thenTlebe 
Thy windmill, and will grind a grift for thee. 


ec 


A Meditation on Orgars. 


Arke how the 0rgani#i moſt ſweetely plaies 

His Pſalmes upon the tone-divided Kayes: 
Each rowcha ſound, but ifthe hand don't come 
And ſtrike the kayes, how ſoon'she muſicke dymbe 2 
A mod'rate ſtfokedoth well, butif too hard 
The Organ's broke, an1 all the raptures mard. 
Iam that )r;an Lord, and thou alone 
Canſt play, cach prayer isa pleaſant tone, 
Afflietionis the handthat ſtrikes the kayes: 
(O Lord from me the ſweeteſt mulicke raiſe ) 2 
Ifthou don't ftriteatall how can I ſpeake 
Thy worthy praylſes, if too 4ardl breake - 
Strike mildly Lord, ſtrike ſaft, and then llefipe, 
And charollout the glory of my King. 

| F 2 
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4 Meditation on an Apes love. 


V Hen once the fooliſh 4pe hath fild her neſt 
With little brats,there's one among the reſt, 

Shee moſt affe&Fs : to ſhelter this from harmes, 

Sheealwayes hugges it inher wanton armes. 

Vnuill at length ſhee ſqueezeth out the breath, 

Ofthis ber fondling, Loves the cauſe of death - 

The Worlds this wanton Ape, that ſtill delights 

In hugging ſome peculiar favoerites, 

Ofthoſethat are thus dandled by this pe, 

There doth not onc among a thouſand ſcape. 


— 
—— ._— 


On contempt of the World. 


! & Loft O Soxle; ſoareup, doe notturmoyle 

Thy ſelfe by grabbling on a dunghill ſoyle : 
Tofſe upthy wings, and make thy ſoaring plumes 
Outreach the loathſome ſtench and noyſome fumes 
That ſpring from ſordid earth : come, come, and ſee 
Thy birth, and /carne to know thy pedigree : 
What ? waſt thou made of Clay ? or doft thou owe 
Homage toearth ? ſay, is thy blifle below ? 
Doſt know thy beauty ? doſt thou not excell ? 
Canthe Creation yeeld a parallel? 


The world can't give aglaſſeto repreſent EY 


Thy ſhape, and ſhall a durty clement 
Bewitch thee ? thinke, is not thy birth moſt high ? 


Blowne fromthe mouth of «//zhe 1rinity, M 
IrOM NE MOUTN OL 4724/26 ? : 
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A Meditation on an pes love, 
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— Jn contempt of the World, © 
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Thebreath of af-creating Tove,the beſt 

Of all his workes, yea thee of allthe reſt 

He choſe tobe his P:##re : where can [ 

Bur inthy ſelfe ſee Immortality 

'Mo al his earthly creatures £ Thonartchiefe 
Of all his workes : and ſhallthe wor/d turne theefe 
And ſteale away thy love? wertnot forthee 

The heav'n aſpiring mountaine ſhould not bee, 


The heavens ſhould have no gliſtring ſtarre,nolight, 


No $»nnetorule the day,no Moore the night: 
The Globe had bin ('twas notthe makers will 
To make it foritſelfe)a Chaos ſtill ; * 
Thou art 7oves prieftly .d aronto preſent 

The creatures ſervice, while they give aſſent 
By ſerving thee, why then's the world thy reft ? 
*Tis but thy ſervants ſervantat the beR - 

Tr = attendance to refned mire, 

That 7ove hath wrapt thee inasthy attire ; 

For whats the body but a /w#mpe ofelg 

Carv'd neatly out, in which the ſoule beares ſway ? 
Tis ſervant to the ſoule : what limbecan ftirre, 
Nay darft to quatch,if once ſhee make demurre ? 
See howthe captiv'd memberstrembling ſand 
Wondrous ſubmiſfiveto her dire command! 

O how the legs doe runne with cager flight 
Toovertake the objeQ of delight! 

Sec how the armes doegraſpe asif they'd rent 
To hold thething that gives the ſoule content. 
Why whatsthe body when the ſoule's away ? 
Nought but a ſtincking carkeſſe made of clay. 


What's heav'n without a God ? or what'stheskye 


It once bright Phabae cloſe his radiant eye * 
| oo 
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The world was for our bedjes,they for none 
Bur for our ſov&rs,our ſoules for God alone: 

W hat chadneſſe then for men of ſucha birth' 
Tonuzell all their dayes on dunghillearth, 
Still hunting atter with an eager ſent 

Anobjed which cannever give content; 

For what contentment inthe world canlye, 

1 hat's.onely conſtant in inconſtancy ? 

Ir chbbes and flows, cach minuic: thou maiſt brag 
This day of thouſands, and to morrow b g_- 
Thegreateſt wealth is ſubjeR for co reele, 
Theglobe is plac 'd on Fortunes tottering wheele : 
As when the gladding ſunne begins to ſhow 
And ſcatter all his golden beames below, 

A churliſbcloud ſoone meetes him inthe 


And fads the bezuty of the ſmiling day - 


Or asa ſtately ſhip a while behaves 
Herſelfe moſt bravely on the lumbring waves, 


 Andlikea $wazre ſailes nimbly in her pride 


The helpefull windes concording with the tide 
To mend her pace : but by and by, the wind 
The fretfull Seas, the heav'nsand all combin'd 
Agaioſt this bragging barke, O how they fling 


. Hercorkey fidesto heaven,and then they bring 


Her backe : ſhee that ere while did ſayleſo brave 

Curting the floods, now's toſt with every wave : 

Juſt ſo,the waving world gives jay and ſorrow, 

This day a Cr@ſ«,and a Jobto morrow : 

How often have I ſcene the wiſer bleſſe 

Himſelfe in wealth, and count it for no Icſle 

Then his adored God: ſtraight comes a frowne 

Flying from unhappy fate,and whirleth downe PA 
| im, 
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Jn contempt of the World. 


Him,and his hcapes of gold,ard all that prize 

Is loſt, which he but now did 1do/ize. 

But grant the world (as never *twill) to be - 

A thing moſt ſure moſt full of conſtancy, 

W hat is thy wealth unlefſe thy God doth bleſle = 
Thy ſore, and turne it toa happineſle ? 

W hat thoughthy-Table be compleatly ſpread 
With farre- Recke dainties,and the pureſt bread 
That fruitfull earth can yecld ? allthis may bee, 
If thou no fomacke haſt, what'sall tothee ? 
What though thy habitation ſhould excell 

In beauty,and were Eders parallel ? | 

Thou —_ peſterd with ſome dire 4:ſeaſe, 

How canthy ſtately dwelling give thee caſe ? 
Thy joyes will turne thy gricfc,thy freedomethrall, 
Vnlefle thy God above doth ſweetenall: _ 
W hen thou (poore ſoule)licſt ready to depart, 
And hear'ſtthy _— ſnarlingatrhine heart, 
Though heapes of gold ſhould inthy coffers lye, 
Andall thy worthleſſe friends ſtand whining by, 
"Tis none,'tis none of theſe can givethee health, 
Butthoumultlanguiſhin the midit of wealth. 
Then ceaſe thou mad manand purſue no more 
The world,and know ſhee's but a painted whore, 


| Thoucatcheſt ſhadowes,labourſt in thy dreames, 


And thirſt's amongſt th' imaginary ſtreames. © 
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A Meditation on a meane. 


A Meditation on a meane, 


Ord in exceſlc I ſee there often lics 
Great dangers,and in wants great miſeries: 
Send me ameare,docthou my waycs preſerve, 


For | may ſuxfet Lord,as well as ſtarve. 
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On Sathans tempting Eve. | 


A Rt thouturn'd Fencer $4thas? prethee ſay * 


rely thou artnot ative atthy play. 
Challenge a omhax? fic thouartto blame, 


 Suppo'ethougetſt the day,thou getſtno fame. 


But prethee ſpeake, haſt any caule co prate 7; 
Thou brsis'd her heele,whatthough ? ſhee broke thy pate, 


Ona S Punge. 


1 He Spenge itſelfe drinkes watertill it ſwellit, 
But never empties till ſome ſtrength expel'ic : 
Lord, of out ſelves we're apt to ſo«ke in ſinne, 

But thouart faine to ſquceze #t ou? agin, 


On 
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A Meditation on a chime of Bells, 


Arke; what harmoniows Muſicke fils mine eare?- 
W hat pleaſant reptures ? yer me th.iakesT hears / 
Each 5cl{ thats rung, to beare a various ſound, 1; '\ _*7/ 
Had all one note, how quickely twould confound . ' :- 
Thetune;z ad4:ſcordinthe belsarile, 
And yer they diſagreeing, ſympathize : 
Th not the greateft makes the ſweeteſt #oyſe, 
No, but the skilfull Ringer till imployes 


Toe ſmallas well as great, tisevery bell " * w2 
Together rung,that makesthem ſound ſowellz _ : _ 
Thus tis in Common-weale : ifevery man 1 + ,. 1 


Kept time, and place praportiond to him, than. . , » 
How.ſweetly would our m#ſicke/o:nd? would be - 
The emblem of an Heawven'y harmony, EE, 
Whereecach man would be grear, theland enjoyes, , 
No m#uſicke, butabaſe poree; 4 poſe, OO 
Each Bell ſounds well : what though therenor be . 
The 6i2'# : the rrebleſeemes as ſweeteto me : 

Lets not aſpire too high, experiencetels _ 
The choiſeſtchimes makes uſe of petty bels: Des 
Bat hewſocver Lord, leaſt Tdiſgrace 


Thy ſweet-w0ic'd chime, make me keepe time, and plage, +, 


— 


A Me1ttation on the burning a torch at noone day, 


V V Hen So/dqthin wy throne remaine, 5 
My Blazin 2 torch —7y ſpend ur ſelfoin vain 
_ WW 1 But 
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A CHealation on the Jound oJ acrackt Bell, k 
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But whenthe ſane goes downe,and once 1is night, 
Othen how welcome is my torches Light, 

Sols radient beames at noone doc ſo ſurmount 

They make my tapers light of ſmall accompt ; 

So Lord whenthou doft great abundance font 

We cannot then ſowell eftceme a friend, 

We ſlighttheir helpes: they alwaies ſteme moſt bright 
When aire affii tion ſends a drſmall night. 
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A Meditation on the found ofa crackt Bell, 
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Arke how the Hoarſemonth'd Beltextends a tone 

Into mine cares; delightfull unto none, 

The Mettal's good, tis ſome unwelcome kar, 

Some fatall crckethat makes the muſicke jarre, 

Butwhat ofthis ? although the ſound be rovehb | 
Twillcall meto the 7e-ple well enough : | 
Such arethoſe i lived Teachers who confound | 
The ſweetneſſe of their ſoule converting ſound 

By flewesſeeneintheir mbeſceming lives, 

By which their heavenly caleng leſſer thrives : 

Yet Zora, I know they're able for to bri 

My Sexleto heaven,though with fo hoarle 2 ring. 

But fince thou doſt ſuch jsrring tunes diſdaine, 

Melt thou thus mettall,caft theſe bels againe. 


— _” 


A Meditation on a ſilly Sbecpse. 


VV Henallthe wind hew forththeir boyſtrous | 
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A Meditation on the Flavers of the $ WINE. 


When Borcx blowes, and all the Heavens weepe, 
And with their formes difturbe the grazing ſheepe: 
See how the harmeleſſe creature, much diſmaide, 
Dorh-crouch unto the bramble buſh for aide : 

Tis true, the bramd/c hides her from rhe winde, 
Bur yct irmakes her leave her fleece behinde.” 
Who can bur ſmileat ſuch that knowes nothow - 
7 o take the frownings of anangry brow ; 

W hoſe baſe revengetull ſpirits ſtrive to cruſh 
Their foes,though ficece themſelves at /aw'crs buſh. 


Guide me good God, let me revenge nomore, 


When once the care growes worſe thewthe ſore. 
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4 Meditation onthe Flowers of the Sunne. 


- 


M* rke howthoflowers at night doc hang theirfbrodp. 
Asifthey'ddroptheir Icavesintotheir bedg. |, ;--* 


But whenthe morning ſanne doth once ariſe 
They repreſent their glory tomime eyes, 
Then they #1waile their 5ops, and doe attire | 
Themſelves jn beauty, as the Sannegocs higher. 


Thus Lord thy $a+nts onearth, when thou do'ſt hida, | 


They coverall.he glory of their pride, 


Their drooping ſoules doe wisher, all cheir micth. 
Is gone, they finde no pleaſurc inthe carth - 

But when the Sunnc of righteouſneſſe appeares, 
Thenthey difplay their beauty, and their feares 
Arca'lextint: 0 Lord dee thew makeme 

Thy Saint, that 1 may fall and riſewithshte. 
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T 4 Heditation an a Loadſtone,and Jet. 


A Meditation ona Loadftone,and Jet. 


| VV Hen once the Zoadſtoneſhewes it ſelfe, then 
The 7roz careleſſe of its wonted waight,(ſtraight 
Vntoits wiſhed objec? doth aſpire, 
As it it did enjoy the ſenſe, Deſire, 
And thustheblacke-fac'd Jet is apt to draw 
The duſt, and to inchant the wancon ſtraw, 
b_- This ct and Loadſione well me thinkes imparts 
| Anembleme of our fond-artraQtiv'd hearts, © 
The Spirit isthat Loadſtoxe that doth plucke 
| Our 1ron hearts, that once ſo faſt were ſtucke 
Plung'd inthe depth of ſinnc, and ſers them ſurc, 
In ſpight ofdevilliſh mallice to i#dvure. 
The World's the 7ct that often doth controule 
Veinefrothy man, and ſteale away his ſoule 
With herinchanting trickes ; thus 7e# can bring 
Light frawes, ſubmiſſive to ſo vaizeathing: , 
Be thou my Loadſtone Lord, then thou ſhalt ſee , 
| My Iron heart will quickely cleave to thee, 


. 
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, 4 Meditationon falſe looking glaſſes. 
| M Adam looke off; why pecp'ſt thou 2 O forhearc, 
| Twilleither make thee proud orelſe deſparre ! 
Th'oneglaſſe doth flatter thee above deſart, 
| The other makes thee b/acker then thou arr, 
| Tell me ſweete L «dy, now thou haſt both there, 
| Doſt not moſt levethe g/4ſe that makes thee faire ? 
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A Meditation on hunting the Hare. 


Tis our condition, we can {eldome ſee 

A man thar tels-us :rve/y what we bez 

Our friends doe often flatter and preſent 

Too finea ſhape, and all rogive content : 
Ourrough-mouth'd foes do ſtrive to lay a skar' 
Onus, and make us worſer then we are, 

But yetof both, ourlofty nature's fuch 

Indeed, we love our flattering friends too much : 
Give me aperfett Glaſſe, Lerdolnts my fight, 
That I may ſee my ſelfe, and thee arieht. 


— 


A Meditation on hunting the Hare. 


Cu how zateretutorsſenſleſſe Beaſts, 
How quickly will they poſte intotheir eſs 
For feare of harme z O how the trembling Hare 
Will ſhunne the 4egge, andev'ry birdthe ſnare, 
See how the crafty Fox doth take his rounds, 
And clamber mountaines to avoid the hounds, 

If Nature ſhewes this; to ſuch creatures too, 

O what doth Reaſon and Religio' doe * 

How isit:then, that Mar (@ little feares 

The plots of Sathan and thoſe dey'liſh ſnares * 
How aptare we good God totramplein, 

Nay t'urge occaſions for toact our finne ? 

V nleſſe we by thy ſpirit are poſſiſt, 

We are more flupid then the ſenſleſſe beſt, 
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| | A Meditationon aWaxCand le hgbted. 


A Meditation onthe pride of Womens apparrell, 


- how ſome borrow:d off caſt vaine ative, 
FJ Can puffc up pamper d clay, and dirty mire - 
Tell me whence had'ſt.thy.cloath's that makes thee fine, 
Waſt notthe filly Shecps before twas thine ? 
Doth notthe Silke worme and the 0xcs hide 
Serveto maintaine thee inthy checteſt ;ride? 
Do'ſt notthou oftenwith wen 94 vaile 
Thy face, with which the 0ftr:iagec hides her taile ? 
W hat ar: thou pre#d ofthen ? me thinks 'tis fic 
Thou ſhould'ſt be hwwble forthe wearing it: 
Tellme prond Madam ; thou that art ſo niſe, 
How were thy parexts clad in Paradiſe ? 
© Arkirſtthey worethe armour of defence 
| And were compleatly wrapt in innocence : 
Had they for d they ne're had beene diſmaid 
| 'Nor necedet/not the Fig-ireesleavy ayde | 
| What ever ftzte © Lord thou place me in 
Let me not glory in th effett of ſinne. 
| na = : 
| A Meditation on a Wax (andle lighted, 


C Ec how my burning Taper gives his light, 
| And guids my waycs inthe obſcureſt »ight, 

| It waſts it ſelfe for me, and when tis ſþevs » 
| The ſmiffedoth/covebchind a wholſome ſent: 
| Thus doethy Pafors Lord who ſhine moſt bright, 
They fend themſelves to give thy people light, 
And when by thee their poſting rime's confind, 
They dye and leave a lovely ſmell bekind. 
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_ 4 Meditationon an Elephant; 


A Meditation on an Elephant. 


T He Elephant doth alwayeschuſe to drinke 
 Indurtypoxds,and makes his paw to finke 
And raiſe the mugd,that ſo he may eſcape, 
Withoutthe ſhadow of his ugly ſhape: 

Thustis with g»i/cy ſoules, who dare not peepe 
Into themſelves, but make their conſcience ſleepe; 
Cleanſe me O Lord,and then 7 ſhall ſurpaſſe 

In beauty,and wow' t feare the looking glaſſe. 


—O— 


A Meditation on a Birdin a C ages 


= how my tle priſoner hops about 

Her wyrie Cage,and ſweetly ditries out 

Her various tunes: and ſince ſhee cannot flee 
— looks ”> —_ none but we: 
But if I ope my Cage, her lofty wings ; 
Su — her on hs F yur Aer, il gs . 
Some ruſtick notes,2nd when my bird can fee 
Some meat abroad, thee ſeeks for none to we. 
Tisthus,(good God) whilſt thou on us doſt bring 
Thy great affli#i015, O how.well we ſing c 
Thy prayſe, whilſt we thus 57:priſncd be, 

Our faiths more ative and our hop's onthee: 

But if thou let us /ooſe,we quickly fye 
Abroad,and loſe our wonted harmony. 

Our faiths more «ſeleſſe, if elſewhere we ſee 

Some foode, we ſeldome come for meate to thee, 
Tf thou wili ftede,and teach me Lord topraiſe, 

Then lt me be thy priſoner all my dujes, 
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+ Heditation on the-fire, 


| 4 Meditation on-the fire. . 


Jo ee butan equall diſtance, then the fire 
Will givethee warmth unto thine hearts defire, 
But ifthy daring ſpirir once preſurhes- - 
* Tocronchtoo nigh, itwarwes riot, but conſumes, 
Tis thus inthings divine: Searchthou Gods will 
Reveal'd, and then twill warme, but never k:{: 
But pry into his ſecrets, then the ire © - 
Of God will 5#r#etheelike conſuming fire : 
.O Lord ſo warme me with thy ſacreg breath, 
That I may neither burne nor freeze to death, 
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A meditationon boyes ſwimming with bladders. 


. 5 whatextreamedelight ſome bojes have tooke 
Playingthe wantons in-ſome giiding brooke 
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| 'Y pon their 5/a4ders tumbling up and dowae 
Though ne're ſo deepe, in fpight of Neptunes frowne:: 
They ſeldoime learneto ſwimme: doe but unlincke 
| Them ſrom their b/«4 ers, rhenthey quickely fincke, - 
| This 4#orld+2 rofling Sea, fildtothe brim 
With waves, where wi man doth ſincke or ſwim, 
Theſe Bladderd Ladsare ſuch that till rely 
Vpon the creature, which gone, by and by 
Their drooping ſp ris faile : the fithfull man 
Is he that ſw1ms aright, and alwaics can 
| - Swpporthimſelfe,and with his ar; outbraves 
The frertull See, though fild with angry waves : 
Lord g ve me {iith, that may fli{l depend 
. Onthee,and ſw:-'1, what ever ſtormes thou ſend, 


CO—————————— 


On Cain and Abecls offerings, 


A Rtangry Cain ? whatdoe thy thoughts repine ? 

Ar. the ifring better tooke « ho thine 2 

Didſt not thoubring thy God a lovely prize | 

And crownehis Altar with a ſacrifice, 

Artnotthou elder 2 did not thy offring too | 

Come from thy God 2 what more could 441! doe ? 

Te tellthee Cainhow Abel got the ſtart, = | 

Hemwith hi offring, offered np his heart. \ | 
| 
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On an Apprentices Boxe, 


| TA Prentiſe afterall his yearely paines, : 

| & Fillethhis ſmall momth'd box with Chriſtmas gaines, 
Yet though he fill his box unto the brim 
Vaoleſle hebreake it up, whats all tohim ? 

A —_— Boxe,thats nothing worth, | 
Till death doth breake it up, thenall comes forth': | 
Convert good God, or ftrike with ſdme diſeaſe, | 
Breake #p ſuch ſmall month'd boxes, Lord as theſe. 
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On Eves Aople. | 


EF; E forthy fruite thou gav'ſt too deare aprice, 
What ? for an Apple give a Paradiſe * - 
If now a dayes of frute ſuch gaines were made 
A Coltermanger were 4devilliſh irade, © 
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0n a faire houſe having ill paſſage to it. 
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Gn d faire houſe baving ill paſſage to it» 


A Houſe to which the builders did impart 

The full perfeRion of their curious arr, 

Moſt bravely farniſht, in whoſe roomes did ye, 
Footeclothes of Velvet, and of tapeſtry z 

I wondred at (as whocould totbut doe it ) 

Toſec ſoroughſo barda paſlagetoit - 

So Lerdl know thy heaven's a glorious place, 
Whereinthe beauty of thy gliſtring face 

Inlightens all: thou inthe wals doſt fixe, 

The Jaſper and the pureſt ſardonyx, 

Thy gatcsare pear/cs, andevery dore beſet 

With Saphires, Emeralds, and the Chryſalet - 

Each Subject wearesa crowne, the which he brings 
And fiings it downetothee, the King of Kings, 
But why sthe way ſothorny? tisgreat pitty 

The paſſage is no wider tothy Citty, | 
Poore Daxie/through his den and Shadrake's driven: 
With tis aſſociatesthrough the fireto Heaven, 
But yer We can't complaine, we may recall 
Thetime tominde when there wasnoneatall,. 
T* was Chriſt that made this way,and ſhall we be 
Whoare his Servants, farre more nicethen he ? 
No, He adventure 100, nay, Ile get in, 

Ile tracke my Captaine they on thicke ang thin. 
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